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to a dungeon. In one account of the palace, it is said that King James III
once escaped down this secret stair and lay concealed from some conspirators
who had entered his chamber to murder him. This range of apartments is
terminated, like the other sides of the palace, by a circular tower enclosing a
staircase, up which we mounted, winding round and round, and emerging at
various heights, until at last we found ourselves at the very topmost point
of the edifice; and here there is a small pepper-box of a turret, almost as en-
tire as when the stones were first laid. It is called Queen Margaret's bower,
and looks forth on a lovely prospect of mountain and plain, and on the old
red roofs of Linlithgow town, and on the little loch that lies within the palace-
grounds. The cold north wind blew chill upon us through the empty window
frames, which very likely were never glazed; but it must be a delightful nook
in [163] a calmer and warmer summer evening, and if I lived in the palace,
I would make this bower my writing [ ?] room.441

Descending from this high perch, we walked along ledges, and through
arched corridors, and stood contemplative in the dampness of the banquet-
ting [jtc]-hall; and sat down in the window-seats that still occupy the em-
brasures of the deep windows. In one of the rooms, the sculpture of a huge
fireplace has recently been imitated and restored, so as to give an idea of what
the richness of the adornments must have been when the edifice was perfect.
We burrowed down too (a little way, at least,) in the direction of the cells
where prisoners used to be confined; but these were too ugly and too im-
penetrably dark to tempt us far. One vault, right beneath a queen's very bed-
chamber, was designated as a prison. I should think bad dreams would have
steamed up and made her pillow an uncomfortable, one.

There seems to be no certain record as respects the date of this palace, ex-
cept that the most recent part (the side of the quadrangle in which were the
kitchens and other domestic offices,) was built by James Ist of England, and
bears the figures 1620 on its central tower. In Robert Bruce's time, there was a
castle here, instead of a palace; and an ancestor of our friend Bennoch was
the means of taking it from [164] the English by a stratagem in which valour
went halves. For centuries afterwards, it was a royal residence, and might
still have been nominally so, had not Hawley's dragoons lighted their fires on
the floors of the magnificent old rooms; but, on the whole, I think it more
valuable as a ruin than if it were still perfect. Scotland, and the world, needs
only one Holyrood; and Linlithgow, were it still a palace, must have been
second in interest to that, from its lack of association with historic events so
grand and striking.

After tea, we took another walk, and this time went along the High Street
of Linlithgow, in quest of the house whence Bothwellhaugh fired the shot
that killed the Regent Murray. It has been taken down, however; or, if any part
of it remain, it has been built into and incorporated with a small house of dark
stone, which forms one range with two others, that stand a few feet back